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arranged transportation to France. In the. morning when he made
his tour of inspection, he would stop in front of each loom and
exchange a few words, often in Alsatian dialect, with the weaver
or spinner. He knew all their families, was consulted about their
marriages and was present at their funerals. His workmen loved
him. 'Monsieur Ernest isn't easy, but he's fair,* they'used to say,
and they respected his extraordinary application to work. My father
would never admit that an employer should arrive at the mill after
the workmen or leave before them. "When I was a child work began
at six-thirty; he would get up at six o'clock. He had learned how to
perform himself each one of the complex operations that were under
his charge, and without a moment's notice he could take the place
of a weaver or spinner who complained of his task.

'This warp can't be woven, Monsieur Ernest. The thread's bad.'

'We'll see about that.'

And if the man was right, my father would acknowledge it. To
be taken with him on his inspection was a reward that I eagerly
sought. The din of the looms frightened me a little, but I loved the
odour of die oily wool in the sorting room, the long twisted skeins
turning in the vats of dye, the amazing silence in the drawing sheds,
and the great steam engine with its brightly polished nickel work
whose connecting rods my father would touch with a friendly hand
as a trainer pats a favourite beast.

'Anything new?' he would ask the engine-driver.

'Not a thing, Monsieur Ernest...'

Wlien I was six years old it was decided that I should take 'courses'
in preparation for the Lycee. I" should have preferred to continue
working with Maman, but she arranged with an elderly spinster
from Alsace, Mademoiselle Paulus, for her to give instruction to me
and three other boys, including my cousin, Andre Blin, and Chris-
tian Roerich, son of the pastor. She also let me begin piano lessons,
at first with Madame Reding, an aged woman whose face was
ornamented with long hairs which fascinated me, later with
Monsieur Dupre, organist at the Immaculate Conception and father
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